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PREFACE 

TO 

'' The Tale of Worcester Fightr 
and other Poems. 



On taking up my residence at Worcester towards 
the latter "part of last year, my attention was naturally 
drawn to the historical associations connected with the 
city, and the events of which it had been the scene ^ more 
especially during the stirring period of the Great Civil 
War. The old bridge at Powick ; the old house at the 
end of New Street, where Charles II, lodged during 
his stay at Worcester, before the battle which for the 
time annihilated his hopes of sitting on the throne of 
England; the Commandsry, where Duke Hamilton and 
sundry other Royalists were conveyed, wounded and 
disabled from the strife, — now converted into a College 
for the Blind Sons of Gentlemen ; numerous antique 
quaint-timbered dwellings in Friar Street and else- 
where, almost certainly coeval with the era, still stand 
as memorials. Fort Royal Hill, now built over, marks 
the site of the Royalist stronghold ; Perry Wood, from 
whence CromwelVs batteries bombarded the City, and 
whither the Cavaliers made their last fruitless sally. 
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still waves its foliage on the slope of the Red Hill, and 
other spots of interest could be pointed out. Musing on 
these scenes of the Pa^t — a habit I am somewhat prone 
to — the idea struck me of embodying the principal 
incidents of " Worcester's Famous Fight ^' {though 
other conflicts had taken place there previously) in the 
form of a Poem, The next consideration was — in what 
way should the narrative be given ? I at length 
decided it should be as related by an old citizen of 
Worcester, who had witnessed the chief part of the 
events, to his grandson, at a period long subsequent. 
It was next a question whether I should make him 
Royalist or Parliamentarian ? In the one case I might 
describe the Cavaliers — as perhaps most poems and 
romances do — as all brave, generous, and captivating, 
and their opponents as all hypocrites, scowndrels, and 
traitors; on the other hand I might adopt the 
sentiments so vigorously expressed in Lord Macaulay's 
fine ballad of the " Battle of Naseby" After some 
consideration, I resolved to represent my narrator 
as a Royalist, as most of the people of Worcester 
evidently were, but one whose early devotion to the 
8tuaH dynasty had been chilled by more recent 
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occurences ; by Gharle^ II,' 8 debaucheries, and James 
IIJs bigotted and tyrannical conduct during his short 
reign. This gave me the advantage of holding the 
balance more fairly between the opposing parties. 1 
have depicted the narrator as a shrewd, pra^stical 
chara^er, as befits a smart tradesman, and of a some- 
what caustic temperament, which enables him Icsenly 
to detect the faults and errors committed by those of his 
own side in politics. To accord with this portraiture 
is the designedly generally plain and homely style of 
the narrative. The seemingly illiberal remarks on the 
Scots would also, I think, be true to, and characteristic 
of, the tims, and reflect the ordinary prejudices of 
Englishmen — especially of Royalists — in connection 
with the supposed treachery of their northern brethren 
towards King Charles the I. The details of the 
battle are, I believe, given pretty accurately. Many 
anecdotes a/nd local touches additional I might have 
brought in to heighten the effect, bid in thai case the 
poem would have swelled to too great a length. I had 
already written the greater part of it, when for the 
first time I came across Mr. Harrison AinswortVs 
romance of '^ Boscobel,^^ which partly treats of the same 
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subject, and which enabled me to make a few slight correc- 
tions, as the author seems to have consulted the best 
a/uthorities. The other poems in the volume are selected 
from a considerable nwmber composed at va/rious dates. 
Some few have already appeared in different periodicals. 
They a/re not, perhaps, quite in the style of the leading 
poetry of the day, hut when I first began to scribble rhymes 
other models were before me, new influences are predominant 
now. My conception of poetry is — first the evolving of a 
grand or beautiful idea, then the striving to embody it in 
the most fitting and appropriate words. Now, I may be 
vrrong ; but it strikes me the defect of the modern school is 
the too great a piling up and overloading on the original idea 
of laboured epithet, and wordy imagery. However that be, I 
must lea/ve my humble productions to take their chance, and 
stand upon their own merits — if they have any. I would fain 
hope that some at least anre not quite unworthy of perusal : at 
any rate, they reflect truthfully, I believe, the feelings inspir- 
ing me at the time, and I now dismiss the volume to the kind 
consideration of my readers, 

W. E. JOUBDAIN. 
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THE TALE OF WORCESTER FIGHT, 
As narrated by an old citizen to his grandson, A.D. 1691. 



^^OME hither, grandson Harry, come sit thee down a space, 
While memories of the stormy past I stniggle to retrace; 
Thou oft hast asked me for the tale — I'll tell it thee to-night, 
Of what thy grandsire saw and heard of Worcester's famous fight. 

Faith 'twas for us in Worcester town a bitter time and sore, 
Though storm and siege, aye, more than once we underwent before,* 
Each party helped themselves in turn, could purse and pocket wring. 
Whether they fought for Parliament, or battled for the King. 

Though Rupert first at Powick Bridge the Roundheads put to rout. 
Soon he and all his Cavaliers were fain to hurry out ; 
And then Lord Essex shaved us close — a heavy fine and great. 
Five Thousand Pounds — and carried off our Corporation plate. 

The brass was torn from off the tombs in the Cathedral aisles ; 
Vestment and surplice, cope and hood were heaped in burning piles ; 
Carved oak and sculptured stone- work fair were hacked about and 

hewed, 
While glittering fragments of stained glass the floor and pavement 

strewed. 
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But Naseby's battle had been fought, the Cavaliers were down, 
King Charles at Whitehall scaffold had yielded life and crown; 
The ParUament and Oliver supreme swayed England through, 
When suddenly from mouth to mouth a startling rumour flew. 



The canny Scots who sold their King, and made a bargain neat, 

Now felt the loyal flame revive in all its wonted heat; 

They called young Charles from o'er the sea,— but first they made 

him swear 
The Solemn League and Covenant to keep with pious care. 

I trow it was a nauseous dose for him to swallow down. 
But what will not young princes do to wear a glitt'ring crown ! 
Besides the sour and gloomy looks they cast on him whene'er 
He smiled upon a buxom dame, or kissed a damsel fair. 

Stout Cromwell soon returned in haste from Ireland's conquered soil, 
And northward marched, with gathered might, the Scottish game 

to spoil ; 
And, boy, full well he kept his word, for in Dunbar's fierce fight 
Their army, preachers, King, and all were scattered wild in flight. 

Winter and Spring had passed away, and Summer come since then. 
Still in the North war lingered on in siege and skirmish, wh^i 
The tidings spread that young King Charles, inspired with courage 

high, 
Was marching South with all his force, his fortune there to try. 
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And thick and fast the rumours came — ^they varied day by day ; 
Now 'twas the King was pressing on in potent, proud array, 
Now that in poor, despairing pKght, yet fearing to turn back, 
The Royalists toiled sadly on, with Cromwell on their track. 

'Twas on the twenty-second day of August, 'fifty-one, [sun. 

Their helms and breast-plates glancing bright beneath the noonday 
Riding towards the Sidbury gate, sudden was sighted then 
(The royal standard in their midst) a troop of mounted men. 

Then rose a glad and deaf ning shout, and, with tumultuous din, 
A throng rushed forth to ope the gate, and let the horsemen in ; 
Streamed in the gallant Cavaliers, while, 'midst the stir and rout. 
The Roundheads by the Severn Bridge right quickly hurried out. 

Amongst the foremost rode the King, his hat from off his brow. 
And as he passed, from right to left, he lent a smile and bow ; 
Dukes Hamilton and Buckingham next close behind him came ; 
Earls Cleveland, Lauderdale, and more, — ^all men of note and name. 

Right up the crowded Sidbury-street, 'mid lusty shout and cheer. 
The files of glitt'ring horsemen poured, like waves in full career; 
They seemed to me, as standing by I watched the ceaseless flow. 
Five hundred valiant gentlemen as e'er the world could show. 

But as the footmen's ranks approached, methought their look 

and air 
No pride and exultation marked, as army tramed should wear," 
Worn, jaded from their hurried march, the columns straggled in, 
As men rejoicing for a space a refuge safe to win. 
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More sad and downcast than the rest, their martial ardour fled, 
I saw the Scottish troops march in with Lesley at their head, 
Doubtless they deemed each southward step but rendered yet 

more vain 
Their chances to recross the Tweed, and see their hills again. 

Next at the Cross, with pomp and state, 'mid trumpets' stirring ring. 
And loud huzzas from loyal throats, was then proclaimed the King ; 
Round and about the messengers flew fast, to summon all 
True Cavaliers to hasten in unto their Sov'reign's call. 

At Pitchcrof t-field the muster met — in sooth a gallant sight ! 
There gathered many a nobleman, and gentleman, and knight. 
Lord Talbot and Sir Walter Blount, and other names well known, 
Berkeley rode in from Cotheridge, from Hampton Pakington. 

Two thousand men came with them to swell the royal host. 
But faith! though stalwart carles enough, they were not much 

to boast. 
Half drilled, with rusty muskets, and swords unused for years. 
How they would face the Ironsides I had my doubts and fears. 

I love to view a warrior band move past in proud array. 
But envied not the soldier's lot, or yearned to fight and slay ; 
I kept still constant to my shop, and to my clothier's trade. 
But not so thought my brother John — ^a bold and dashing blade. 

He in the Royal ranks had served, had done his duty well. 

Of Newbury and Naseby fights he could strange stories tell,' 

Impatient of a peaceful life, old feelings boiling o'er. 

Right joyful he resumed his arms, the standard joined once more. 
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What sights and sounds in Worcester then — ^troops throngmg 

ev'ry street, 
Each inn and hostel choking full, the drum's sonorous beat, 
Clatter of horse on pavement, trumpet's arousing peals, — 
And ev'ry tidy wench about with a soldier at her heels. 

Like most of us in Worcester town, I wished the King success, 

But saw too plain a coming time of peril and distress ; 

With all my kindly wishes, boy, I must in truth declare, 

I would the King and army too had ta'en themselves elsewhere . 

I liked not that the causeway oft was blocked by gallants gay. 
Who stared and leered at each fair dame they met upon their way; 
And swagg'ring rufflera, primed with sack, who scarce did else 

but sing 
Catches confounding red-nosed Noll, and lauding up the King. 

'Twas very well that brother John, without a child or wife, 
Should plunge anew in bloody scenes of battle and of strife; 
But, oh ! it was a different thing indeed with one Uke me 
Who had dependent on him a spouse and children three. 

The town to strengthen for defence right stoutly laboured all, 
Ditches were deepened, outworks raised, repaired the cmmbliiig 

wall; 
Fort Royal armed, and— cruel work ! — the torch was next appUed 
To each suburban dwelling round where lurking foe could hide. 
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Scant time had King, or army too, for pleasure or for rest, 
Behind them close, with hasty strides, relentless Cromwell pressed,' 
To join his force from south and east, led by his captains tried, 
Fresh troops converged with skilful sweep, and on for Worcester 
hied. 

But, meanwhile, in the Royal camp divided councils reigned; 
Some urged for bold and vigorous strokes, while some again 

maintained 
'Twere best to wait and stand assault, — ^no head was there to 

guide. 
Or will to sway the motley host, and turn disaster's tide. 

While thus they wasted precious time in squabbling and debate, 
The hour for choice of action passed — ^the foe was at the gate ; 
Penned up like deer within a park, Hke cattle m a pound, 
They saw him, thirty thousand strong, girding the city round. 

At Upton on the Severn, boy, ten miles or so below, 
Lambert first took them by surprise, and dealt a stagg'ring blow ; 
He forced the bridge, and drove them back disordered and with loss, 
(Brave Massey sorely wounded fell), and won his way across. 

In lessening circle, nigher still crept the beleag'ring host. 
And Cromwell on the Red HilFs crest had taken up his post ; 
From thence, the planted cannon's mouths, with deaf ning boom 

rained down 
Ere long a hurtling storm of shot on our devoted town. 
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Still o'er thdr plans the Royal chiefs were wavering and m doubt, 
Not fourteen thousand men had they to meet the foe without ; 
One sally made to seize the guns, and scour the trenches, sent 
Our soldiers back with 'minished ranks much faster than they went. 



Methought the troops that thronged the streets had lost their 

martial air. 
Ardour and hope had disappeared, and left but dull despair ; 
The very atmosphere above seemed charged with lowering gloom. 
All waited silent when should fall the thunderbolt of Doom. 



Right up unto the city walls the Roundhead posts were pressed ; 
At night their twinkhng watch-fires blazed from ev'ry hill's dark 

crest; 
At closer range, from Perry Wood, their guns incessant played. 
To which ours from the Royal Fort their thund'rous answer made. 



The third mom of September dawned — a sad, portentous day ! 
Prom the Cathedral's lofty tower went up to take survey 
The King and Royal leaders all, — to mark where best to fling 
Their columns in one bold assault 'gainst the foe's encircling ring. 



Lo ! they beheld a bridge of boats, spanning the Severn's stream. 
Close where the river lower down blends with the rushing Teme,' 
Behind were manned the martial files, impatient to pass o'er. 
And make their threatened landing good upon the western shore « 
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Scarce had they marked this rueful sight, this ominous surprise, 
When to the south, past Powick Bridge, fresh movements met 
their eyes, [flame, 

Amidst the whirls of wreathing smoke shot forth bright jets of 
And quick and sharp upon the ear the volleying echoes came. 

No time to lose, — a chosen force was mustered to attack 

The Roundheads as they crossed the stream, and drive them 

headlong back; 
To stout Montgomery gave the King his orders to hold fast. 
And to defend the Powick Bridge unwav'ring to the last. 

Too late ! The Roundheads won the bank, with Cromwell at their 
head, 

The CavaHers who charged them there were beaten back instead ; 
From Powick Bridge the flash and smoke, and shouts that rent 

the air. 
Told of the fierce and desp'rate strife that now was raging there. 

But Fleetwood won the bridge at length, yet rallying in Wykefield, 

The Royalists bore bravely up, still unresolved to yield ; 

But now the troops from Severn's side, the way for them made 

clear, 
Came swift advancing up the Teme, and took them in the rear. 

Though out manoeuvred, over-matched, the conflict raged full sore. 
And man to man, and foot to foot, they fought two hours or more ; 
When powder failed, with muskets clubbed, and push of pike 

amain. 
They made a last despairing stand — but all, alas ! was vain. 
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I saw the routed men stream in, in wild disordered flight, 
With soiled and bloody uniforms, and grimed with smoke of fight; 
Some wounded, stagg'ringin on foot, some borne m comrades' arms, 
War in its stem, sad truth was there, robbed of its dazzling charms. 

While thus ill-fared the Royal troops in this disastrous fray. 
The King had called a council in the quarters where he lay, [end) 
(I showed thee, boy, the house but late, at New Street's northern 
To hold debate how best the force might'gainst such odds contend. 

Even as they sat, was caught the stir and tumult in the street, 
As fugitives came rushing by, with tale of their defeat ; 
Each hour brought peril nearer still, was big with coming Fate, 
Decision must be quick and sharp, ere long 'twould be too late. 

The cry arose to sally forth, and aim one vig'rous blow, [foe. 
Where on the eastern heights entrenched looked down the leag'ring 
The bulk on Severn's western side, with Imes' extended length, 
Perchance the troops assembled there might be in weakened 
strength. 

With downcast brow, 'gamst all the rest, Lesley opposing stood, 
He knew too well his Scottish troops were not in fighting mood ; 
He deemed the scheme too wild and rash, the foe too strong in 
For him to sanction or assent to such a reckless course, [force, 

BKs voice was over-borne at last, impulsive counsels swayed, 
The troops in order for attack were mustered and arrayed ; 
Before the silent gaze of men, and women's starting tears, 
On to their last and fatal fight went forth the Cavaliers. 
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Late in the afternoon it was, the sun was stooping low, 
When I beheld the marshalled ranks right up the High Street go ; 
Duke Hamilton, with other peers, in gallant guise rode by. 
He soon to be borne back again, a wounded wreck — to die. 

All armed m panoply of fight, amidst a loyal ring 
Of noble lords and gentlemen, passed on his steed the King ; 
I saw a smile light up his face, as he bent to his saddle bow. 
In gay salute to a comely dame who watched the moving show. 

And now, from Royal Fort, the guns blazed fiercer than before, 
And Cromwell's batfries from above gave forth a deadher roar ; 
And pouring out from Sidbury gate, their armour flashing bright. 
Swept up the slope the Cavaliers to dare the dubious fight. 

Not unprepared the Roundhead host, their friends within the wall 
Had sent them warniag of the move, of the stroke about to fall ; 
Their serried hues, from right to left, posted in order meet, [greet. 
With flash of gun, and thrust of pike, were prompt their foes to 

But yet the onset was so fierce, the troops so well led on, 
They drove the foremost Roundheads back ; (so said my brother 

John) 
The heavy cannon next were seized, amidst a thund'ring cheer. 
Some, late despairing, 'gan to hope that victory's hour was near. 

A moment were they flattered thus, — ^the.i, like the refluent tide, 
Back came the rush of Cromwell's men, the vet'rans true and tried,* 
'Midst Perry Wood, the branching trees green wavmg overhead. 
The battling throng swayed to and fro o'er the wounded and the 
dead. 
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While yet the balance doubtful hung, and shot, and shout, and yell. 

Beneath the whirling clouds of smoke, told of the conflict fell. 

Flushed with success from Powick fight, came Lambert's troops 
to throw 

Their weight decisive in the scale, and strike the winning blow. 

Back from the height of Perry Wood the Royalists were flung ; 
Close on their rear, with deadly grip, the swarming Roundheads 

clung; 
Yet oft, with desp'rate rush and charge, the Cavaliers strove still, 
To hurl back Cromwell's iron bands, and turn the tide of ill. 

Their furious efforts were iq vain, progressive, spite of all. 
The gath'ring storm of War rolled on unto the City wall ; [without, 
The Scottish troops by scores threw down their arms the gate 
And all was soon one dismal scene of dis-array and rout. 

Right gallantly King Charles behaved through that disastrous day; 
'Midst all the myriad sights and sounds of dire and bloody fray. 
He called, implored, his wav'ring troops to rally and stand fast. 
His wild appeal could nought avail — ^the fatal die was cast ! 

Broken, confused, their leaders slain, disabled, some in flight. 
The royalists, yet unsubdued, kept up the hopeless fight ; [din. 
Port Royal stormed and heaped with dead, next 'midst the roar and 
The Roundheads at the Sidbury Gate came fiercely pouring in. 

The clash of steel, the ring of shot, were heard from street to street. 
As, hurling oaths and curses forth, the struggling foemen meet ; 
" Down with the canting, crop-eared knaves ! " was answered by 

the cry, 
" The sons of Amalek pursue, and smite them hip and thigh ! " 
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A nigh escape King Charley had, for, as he hurried back, 
The rebel troopers marked him out, were close upon his track ; 
Lucky that someone blocked the gate with a loaded wain of hay. 
Right deftly underneath he crept, and so got clear away. 

But now the sounds of conflict sharp come up from Severn's side. 
For Fleetwood, with division fresh, had on from Powick hied ; 
He forced the passage of the bridge, — ^but few defenders there. 
And fought his way along the streets to join his friends elsewhere. 

By Sidbury, Friar-street, and about, the strife most stiffly raged, 
As mingling bands of cavaliers unequal contest waged ; 
But, pressed by great and cruel odds, more slack resistance grew, 
And the bold hearts that still bore up each moment 'minished too. 

Yes! o'er the doomed and struggling prey the net was surely cast. 
The bravest Cavaliers now saw the end had come at last ; 
One final despVate stand they made in front of our Guildhall, [all. 
Then broke away in scattering groups, — and night overshadowed 

The clamour of the fight had ceased, but on the midnight air 
Came cries and groans of woe and pain, and wailings of despair ; 
And women's shrieks, as stera-faced men, to ruth and pity steeled, 
Burst in for spoil, or dragged away some fugitive concealed. 

Aghast we listened in our homes, all anxious and perplexed. 
Unknowing what would be our fate, or what would happen next ; 
And, watching thus, there came a knock upon the door outside. 
And, as in haste I opened it, my brother John I spied. 
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His arm hung useless by his side, disabled by a shot, 
His uniform was stained and grimed with dust and bloody clot; 
Feeble and faint he staggered in, his gaping wound undrest, 
To claim from me, in his dire strait, a refuge, food, and rest. 

The horrors of that awful night were more than I could tell. 
Shouts, cries, and uproar dissonant, in dread distinctness fell ; 
Rude soldiers entered as they chose, from fight and carnage hot, 
And ate and drank in sullen mood the best that we had got. 

And, oh ! when morning dawned at last, what objects met the gaze ! 
The dead lay scattered in the streets, and choked the public ways; 
The gutters ran with curdling blood, while wounded men forlorn 
Gasped out their piteous prayers for aid, helpless as babes just born. 

Here houses stood all wrecked and spoiled, where deadly fray 

had been, 
Blood spattered on their doors and walls, — a direful sight, I ween ; 
'Midst broken weapons, shivered arms, that strewed the battered 

floor, 
Lay upturned faces stark and still, that ne'er would lighten more. 

Grim Roundhead soldiers filled the streets, all sour and fierce of look. 
Each harsh behest they carried out, nor would remonstrance brook ; 
My brother John was routed out, and claimed as pris'ner fast. 
And a heavy sum I had to pay to get him free at last. 

'Midst all the slaughter and the rout, you ask how fared the King? 
Why, faith ! his Majesty escaped — ^but 'twas a narrow thing,' [find. 
The Roundheads dogged hun to the house, in hopes their prey to 
And entered by the door in front as he slipped out behind. 
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With a small troop of Cavaliers prepared to share his fate, 
He made his way from out the town by the St. Martin's gate; 
At Barboume Bridge to smaller groups broke up the royal train, 
With one or two, King Charles rode off some refuge safe to gain. 

For six long weeks he prowled about, pursued from place to place, 
Soldiers hung ever on his track, like hounds with hare in chase ; 
Through hundred perils, spite of all, he passed unharmed and free. 
Till last from Shoreham he took ship, and made his way o'er sea. 

On that sad morrow of the fight, with triumph and parade, 
Fleetwood and Lambert at his back, his entrance Cromwell made; 
I saw that strange and daring man, and round him, stem and dour, 
The Ironsides whose onset swept the field of Marston Moor. 

I saw the man at whose behest King Charles' blood was shed. 
And, gazing on that rugged face, felt mingled awe and dread ; 
Repulsion in my heart was rife, but forced I was, even then, 
To own that power spake in his glance to sway his fellow-men. 

Yes, since that time, gone forty years, what strange events have 

been ! 
Changes of government and rule in plenty have I seen ; 
Protector Oliver installed, — ^the second Charles restored, — 
King James a fugitive once more, — Dutch William owned as lord. 

We all rejoiced when Cromwell's death ended the saints' grim reign; 
We all rejoiced when Dover cliffs beheld the King again ; 
But when the scandal-tales we heard of doings at Whitehall, 
Some shook their heads, and thought the King no bargain after all . 
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He died ; and then his brother James succeeded to the crown, 
And tried his Popish creed to thrust our English throats adown ; 
The country rose in arms at this, we called Dutch William in. 
And packed James Stewart off to France, but sound and whole 
in skin. 

How many a gallant fellow died for father and for son ; 

Blood and estate how many spent — ^what the reward they won ? 

That Charles should toy with madams gay, and James bring back 

once more 
The Jesuit brood of priests and friars expelled the land before. 

Like most part of my neighbours round, at time of Worcester fight, 
A Royalist I was in creed, upheld Kmg Charles' right ; 
I liked not Noll and sour- faced saints, — ^but sooth, I must declare, 
King James, I trust, has gone for good — ^he and his infant heir. 

He for his last and reckless throw, I think, must sorely grieve ; 
Not yet from French and Irish hands do we our King receive ; 
Of Londonderry's famous siege, my boy, thou hast heard tell, [well. 
And how through Boyne King William led our English troops right 

Yes, Worcester folk had much to bear from Cromwell and his men, 
I pray our City never more may see such times again ; 
For, oh ! it is a direful thing, when, met in civil fray. 
Kinsmen and friends as deadly foes each other wound and slay. 

It makes me feel as once I felt, as I the days recall, [all ; 

When youth still strung my supple limbs — ^but Time soon changes 
These scenes, events, now seem to me Hke visions of the night. 
Past — ^vanished ! — Such, my boy, my tale of Worcester's famous 
fight! 
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JS^RIGHT falls the pleasant sunshine, clear from wood and 
coppice rings 

The blithe note of the cuckoo, lo ! the whirr of passing wings ; 
The branches, decked in vivid green, are waving to and fro. 
There's joy and gladness in my heart, — ^'twas not so years ago. 

Up, up before my memory comes a vision dark and drear, 
Of heath' ry moors in sable swell, plantations brown and sere ; 
Of mists that blurr the prospect dim, of brooklets dull as lead, 
And a stem mansion, hoar with age, with ivy sombre o'erspread. 

I know 'twas not so always ; when the lagging Spring came in 
The sun from those bleak moorlands could a smile of promise win ; 
And in the golden Autumn eves his latest rays would light 
Sweep after sweep of purple ridge far-stretching left and right. 

But ever when my thoughts return to Garthope's antique Hall, 
O'er it still gloom and darkness lower, a cloud is over all ; 
And Mem'ry, from the cheerless years I spent within it, throws 
A saddened colouring o'er the scene, nor gayer picture knows. 

So looked it as I saw it first : — The Autumn wind blew chill 

When its grey towers I marked below, while speeding down the 
hill; 

The giant trees like ghostly guards around it seemed to stand. 

The haunt of dismal pomp and state, whence happiness was banned. 
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Tlie gates behind me jarred and clashed — I stood within a room ; 
There was an earthlike smell and feel, as cometh from a tomb ; 
And I, a weeping orphan girl, gazed on that stranger pair 
To mark if I might aught discern of love and comfort there. 

Yes, I, a shy and shrinking girl, to them in trust was given 
By those too early borne away, who smiled on me from Heaven ; 
With dim and tearful eyes I strove to learn my future lot, 
And in that short and hurried glance I knew they loved me not. 

They gave me words of welcome, spoke of solemn, holy things, 
But the sound came harsh, discordant, as from harp with tuneless 
strings, [Him o'er head. 

Through their bland and measured greetings, as they mentioned 
I saw their inward hatred, that they wished me cold and dead. 

Full of chambers weird and dusky was that Hall among the moors, 
All grim with oaken wainscotes, and with dark and echoing floors ; 
With hangings quaint and mould'ring, on which shapes fantastic 
loomed, [assumed. 

Which, when fell the twilight shadows, strange and ghastly life 

O'er each nook of that hoar mansion was a veil of myst'ry cast, 
Spectre lips seemed mutt' ring secrets of the stern and awful Past ; 
When the wintry blast came howling round its towers and gables, 
then [men. 

There were wails like impish laughter, sounds like shrieks of dying 

Oh ! many a time and often have I shuddered in my bed. 
As I caught a whispered murmur ; or a footstep's stealthy tread ; 
I have hid my face in terror, lest my eye should chance to light 
On some phantom-form of horror meet to freeze my soul with fright. 
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No tones of mirth and joyanae e'er smote upon the ear ; 
No children's feet e'er pattered through the gall'ries dim and drear ; 
The starched and staid domestics wore no brightness in their mien, 
Seemed to service trained and tutored where no gladness e'er had 
been. 

Stay ; yes one youthful form was seen, that couple had a son. 
Heir to their hopes, heir to their wealth, for others they had none ; 
Prom distant school he sometimes came, a sly and artful boy. 
Unhappy me ! his choice delight to torture and annoy. 

No genial smiles e'er met me, all was strict and formal rule. 
Weary preachings, tedious lectures, manners decorously cool ; 
Much talk of right and duty, how to choose the better part. 
But no spark of warm affection to refresh my sinking heart. 

In unchecked sameness thus passed on each long and ling'ring day, 
'Twas only in some blissful dream I e'er was borne away ; 
And then I roamed in gardens bright, and joined those parents dear 
Whose voice, though long since hushed in death, still sounded in 
mine ear. 

Slow flew those sad and sullen years, new thoughts within me 

stirred, 
And my heart bounded in my breast, as moves a struggling bird ; 
Visions and hopes danced through my brain, all decked in colours 
For why ? I looked into my glass, and saw that I was fair, [rare. 

The world beyond seemed fairy realm, — I longed its scenes to tread, 
I could not think it e'er so bad as my stem guardians said ; 
I yearned to pass the wall of moor, and leave it far behind. 
But still those jealous gates were barred, and kept me fast confined. 
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One chamber there I loved to haunt, where books, a mighty store, 
Clustered in massive oaken shelves, here oft' alone I'd pore 
O'er volume quaint of old romance, or poet's witching rhyme, 
Too oft to bear reproach severe for such misuse of time. 

A stir within that gloomy house, a sound of phantom mirth, 
A joyance awkward and constrained that half-expired at birth ; 
Fires kindled in the dreary rooms, lights gleaming on the wall, 
A welcome for his safe return to the heir of Garthope Hall ! 

He came — the boy had grown a man — a man in look and air. 
Bearded and whiskered, clothes en ton, all spruce and debonair ; 
But 'midst his borrowed graces still, I marked that look and smile 
I hated in his early years, so rife with secret wile. 

He spoke to me with softened voice, he bent his eyes on mine. 
He practised all his choicest arts to fascinate and shine ; 
I saw his object, knew his aim, though young in worldly lore. 
Noted the meaning looks exchanged — and hated him the more. 

Ah ! thought you, prudent parents, that the giddy girl's domains 
Would be fitting compensation for your wasted toil and pains ; 
You could not make her as yourselves, so plotted next to snare 
Her untrained heart in loveless bonds, and win her for your heir. 

Ah ! chuckling in your wily scheme, ye deemed not on that night 
Came one to smite the prison-doors, and aid the captive's flight, 
Came one at whose frank, truthful face, and form of comely grace, 
A feeling thrilled my flutt'ring heart I scarcely dared to trace. 
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Few were the words ha breathed to me, yet seemed their tones to 
A chord of new-born hope witliin, until the spell to break ; [wake 
Keen watchful eyes were on us cast, — a harsh behest was given, 
And 'midst that cold and careless throng we were asunder riven. 

But from that hour I knew their hate grew deadlier than before ; 
Sharp sermons, bitter lectures, on my wearied ears would pour, 
I was called a " child of evil," threatened oft with doom of woe. 
If I followed not their teachings in the path I had to go. 

A change had o'er me come indeed, unmoved I bore them now. 
No harsh reproof could wound as once, or my firm spirit bow ; 
The fetters forged to cramp its powers were dropping link by link. 
And 'midst that prison-house of gloom, I dared to feel and think, 

Sometimes across the waste of moor I'd view a horseman ride, 
Sometimes would catch a far salute, and swell with hope and pride. 
Sometimes he'd boldly pass the gate, and strive with sunny smile 
To charm and melt that sullen pair who scowled on him the while. 

Oh ! those were gladsome hours for me, it made my heart rejoice. 
To gaze upon his winsome face, to hear his pleasant voice ; 
I knew, and oh I 'twas sweet to know, the cause for which he bore 
Discourteous looks and covert taunt that well might gall him sore. 

But from my life that joy was snatched, not baffled thus were they, 
I saw that there was mischief plamied I had no power to stay ; 
A word was breathed — a somethmg done — and, to my grief and pain. 
That gallant form within those walls I ne'er beheld again. 
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Still sharper grew the sermons, while pressed his suit the while 
My ever watchful cousin, with his evil look and smile ; 
I was weary when the morning oped, I was weary when in bed. 
And crushed and broken-hearted, I would wish that I were dead. 

And then came weeks of sickness in my dull and lonely room, 
And slumbers steeped in misery, and hours of wakeful gloom ; 
And the black-garbed man of science who strove, untiring still. 
To grapple with the fell disease that mocked his practised skill. 

He could not tell the secret cause which subtle poison bred. 
Which sapped the healthful powers of life, and weakness sowed 

instead; 
And still I lay, from day to day, with no kind voice to cheer 
My worn despairing spirit up, while Death drew surely near. 

Sudden a kindling thought was mine— I looked, and seemed to trace 
Expectant joy and hope pourtrayed on each unfriendly face ; 
Th' intruding stiff-necked girl removed, what pleasure to her heirs. 
For all her wealth and fair domains would then in truth be theirs ! 

And at that thought, I felt a glow shoot through my languid frame. 
And to my jarred and shattered nerves a new-born strength there 

came; 
A prayer to heaven to aid me, and my stagg'ring limbs I bore 
To where, lit up with Spring's first smile, I could behold the moor. 

Slowly my health returned again — a braver spirit fired 
My late so chilled, despairing heart, — and better hope inspired ; 
I would not, in a dastard fear, shrink from the bitter strife. 
But battle for the sake of him who was to me as life. 
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And soon a joyous message came, how sent what need to tell, 
It bade me still be firm and true to one who loved me well ; 
It prayed a happier time might come, when we again should meet 
Where, free from glance of jealous eyes, he might his vows repeat. 

And back a hurried answer flew — for love has wit, I ween, 
To baffle hostile watch and ward, however strict and keen ; 
I smiled to see the puzzled looks of parent and of son, 
As they viewed the altered mien of her late sad and woe-begone. 

But soon the closing struggle came— the last attempt to bend 
The yet unyieldmg orphan girl to their unhallowed end ; 
I saw the storm approaching, but stood in strength prepared 
To bear the extremest strokes of ill ere in the mesh ensnared. 

Still the son mouthed his lying vows, while maledictions dread 
The parents showered in ceaseless rain upon my luckless head ; 
While holiest names were on their lips, I saw the livid sign. 
Stamped on each dark and lowering face, of hate to me and mine. 

I saw, through all the cant of words, the worldly heart unveiled, 
And at each laboured threat and curse I trembled not or quailed ; 
A set and fixed resolve I bore within my armoured breast. 
Not long to linger in those walls a thralled, unhonoured guest. 

Another message went and came, I knew that he would aid, 
Though danger lurked around my path, serene and undismayed, 
My brain wrought out a secret plan whereby myself to free. 
And win the precious, priceless boon so long desired by me. 
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A night of black and cheerless gloom, no star amid the sky, 
The while, in mad and hurrying gusts, the moaning windswept by ; 
Above — a bank of sable clouds overhanging like a pall, — 
Such was the latest glimpse I caught of frowning Garthope Hall. 

On, on throughout that fated night, with never slackened speed, 
I still urged on, with beating heart, my true and gallant steed ; 
Though he was nigh, with ready word to soothe each rising fear. 
For ever till the lightening dawn I deemed pursuit was' near. 

But soon kind faces round me thronged — ^a happier home I found. 
No cheerless waste of darksome moor enwrapped the landscape 
A paradise of stately trees, and meads of tender green [round ; 
Replaced the stern and bleak expanse my eyes so long had seen. 

Soon strove the harpies of the law to bear me hence away. 
Spurred by the sleepless hate of those galled at their vanished 

prey; 
Each legal form was stretched and strained, so they might seize 
The all imwiUing orphan girl, and clasp anew the chain. [again 

But though the strife was weary, right triumphed at the last, 
I was not backward borne again 'neath the shadow of the Past ; 
The days of gloom were ended, and a brighter time begun. 
For on my life the sun of Love in golden lustre shone. 

Passed as a dream the wheehng months, till, hushed and awed, we 

both 
Stood by the altar, side by side, to pledge our mutual troth ; 
The moulded arches of the fane, the windows' flashing glow. 
The groups all gay m festal garb, — methinks I see them now. 
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Into another world I stepped — 9. world of hope and joy, 
Bounteous, — ^when hearts are fitly joined — with sweets that never 

cloy ; 
Henceforth the sphere of wedded life, through storm and calm, 

was mine, 

But looking up I felt no fear — there scowled no cloud malign. 

Four Springs since then have rolled away, another now is here, 
And sorrow in our happy home not yet has claimed a tear ; 
There the blithe laugh of children oft sounds forth in music sweet, 
And frequent patters o'er the floor the tread of little feet. 

A time of woe may still be ours, a blow may yet descend. 
And change our joy to anguish keen, for who can tell the end ? 
But we must bear as best we can whatever the Future bring, 
So let my heart bound Kghtly still amid this laughing Sprmg. 

I know it all too briefly stays — ^lo ! Summer's glories blend 
Surely m Autumn's soberer hues, and pensive thoughts attend ; 

And 'midst the sunlight's less'ning reign there comes the warnmg 

blast 
That tells the stern, grim guest is nigh, to close the year at last. 

1868. 
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Alas ! they had been friends in youth ; 
But whispering tongues can poison truth ; 

And constancy liyes in realms aboye ; 
And life is thorny ; and youth is vain ; 

And to be wroth with one we love, 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 

****** 

They parted # # * # 

But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining — 
They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 

Like cliffs which have been rent asunder ; 
A dreary sea now flows between ; — 

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder. 
Shall wholly do away, I ween. 
The marks of that which once hath been. 

Colbeidgb's " Cheistabbl." 



>WAS midst a glitt'ring scene, a brilliant throng, 
Where the rich notes of music swelled along ; 
Where countless lights from sparkling lustres shone 
On bright and happy faces, many a one ; 
Where the gay dance to swifter motion stirred 
The youthful blood, and liquid song was heard ; 
'Twas then— » while mingling groups swept idly past, 
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Thej met — those long-dissevered ones — at last ! 

They met ; — ^Alas ! what weary years had flown 
Since they had parted — now, as if unknown, 
Those who had once been linked in tend*rest ties 
Quzed on each other with bewildered eyes. 

Changed were they both ; youth's rosy charms had fled ; 

Time had been active with his stealthy tread ; 

Wrinkles were marked upon the once smooth brow ; 

Speckled with silver was the dark hair now ; 

The once warm fountains of the heart were chilled ; 

Fancy Life's pageants long had ceased to gild ; 

The World's attractions, and its honours prized. 

The tinsel gloss perceived — were now despised ; 

Amidst that throng they moved as in a trance. 

What now to them were music and the dance ? 

These last but served too sadly to recall 

Mem'ries of many a blithesome festival. 

When with light feet, and hearts that mocked at care, 

They thrid the magic maze — ^the happiest there. 

A moment — o'er each pallid cheek there flew 
A transitory flush, whose vivid hue 
Faded away as rapidly once more. 
Leaving each visage paler than before ; 
The next — within each bosom pride awoke, 
Collected, firm, they stood — but neither spoke. 

None others near them marked their mute surprise ; 
None read the language of their speaking eyes ; 
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None knew or guessed, of all that mirthful train, 
That two — divided long — had met again. 
Wrapped in their own pursuits, how few espy 
The strange life- dramas that are acting nigh ; 
A whispered word, a look, a sigh, a smile, 
A tone, a gesture scarcely noted while. 
May with a stroke of fate, as tales can show, 
Decide for happiness, or fix for woe. 

Who knows the thoughts that, swift as lightning flame. 

Thrilled simultaneous through each startled frame ! 

Came there the mem'ry of that sun-lit hour. 

When love triumphant spake the word of power. 

And two — their struggling doubts and fears at rest^ — 

Murmured the soft confession, and were blest ? 

Came there the mem'ry of those days of joy, 

Eich with delight that never seemed to cloy, 

When two, united firm in hope and aim. 

Dissension knew not, viewed with eyes the same ; 

Wedded in spirit by a mystic tie. 

Felt no harsh discord mar their harmony ? 

As yet untouched, unconquered by mistrust. 

Each heart was brave, confiding, true, and just ; 

And to the eye of fond affection bared, 

The emotion felt by one the other shared. 

What cause had severed them — that loving twain ? 
What jar had snapt Affection's golden chain? 
Did envious hearts and sland'rous tongues succeed 
In planting 'midst the flowers Suspicion's weed. 
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That like ihe deadly Upas grew and grew, 

Blighting Love's roses with its baleful dew, 

Till, 'midst a waste where once a garden bloomed, 

The Changed Ones saw their happiness entombed P 

Or did devotion slacken by degrees, 

As charms that once attracted ceased to please. 

Defects arise where none at first were seen. 

And that wax trite which erst had lovely been, 

Till with awakened vision they perceived 

Each had been dreaming, each had been deceived ? 

What wrought that fatal end I may not tell, — 

They spake the parting word, and bade farewell. 

Farewell ! that dreary sound so full of woe. 
That bids the tide of rapture cease to flow ; 
That sound as chilling as the Ice-King's breath. 
Herald of painful severings and of death ! 
Who does not oft recall the accents dear 
Of some, who deeming not their hour was near. 
Carelessly proffered us the light farewell. 
Nor knew it mingled with their mortal knell ! 

Estranged, the pair pursued their sep'rate ways, 
Ne'er from that fated time had met their gaze. 
Who mourns a mistress, but with prudent care 
Can, if he choose, the bitter loss repair ; 
While the pale maid, late sicklied o'er with grief. 
Finds in another love a sure relief. 
Not such were they of whom my story tells. 
Their passion drew its source from purer wells ; 
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No transient whim it was, no vain caprice, 
In folly bom, to suffer swift decrease, 
But like the flame, that lit on Vesta's shrine 
By sunbeam clear, might never know decline : 
So, even when o'er them shone no hopeful star, 
And Fate and Circumstance had fixed their bar. 
Cherished by tender thought, and fond regret. 
It still in secret glowed undying yet. 

Ah ! yes, let pensive day, and sleepless night, 
And vision lingering till the morning light, 
Presenting once again the form and face. 
Known but too well, but robed in fresher grace ; 
The pillow wetted and the long-di'awn sigh, 
As dreamland fled, and dawned reality ; 
The weary yearning for some soothing balm 
To still remembrance, and the heart to calm ; 
The keen, remorseful pang, as words unkind 
Uttered in fiery haste were brought to mind ; 
The wish to meet if but a moment even — 
To grant forgiveness, and to be forgiven : 
Let these attest —these signs too true and plain — 
The late repentance of that severed Twain. 

'Midst other scenes, where Pleasure strove to wean 
Them from corroding thoughts of what had been ; 
'Midst Fashion's restless whirl and ceaseless glare. 
Where the heart withers in unwholesome air ; 
'Midst gay saloons, where Beauty, throned in power. 



Digitized 



by Google — 



88 AMOB BEDIVIVUS. 



Gave forth her mandates for the fleeting hour ; 
Where forms as graceful as the Lost were seen, 
And other eyes shot forth impassioned sheen ; 
When other lips breathed flatt'ries in the ear 
That erst affection's whisper loved to hear ; 
When others dared the yielded hand to clasp 
Which erst had trembled in affection's grasp ; 
And glances beamed from some that plainly told 
A smile encouraging would render bold ; — 
'Midst all — ^like those round whom a spell is thrown, 
Loveless — companionless — they walked alone. 

Yes, though they strove to free them, 'twas in vain. 

The fount was dry, it could not flow again ; 

No newer loves their widowed hearts could fill. 

O'er them a haunting spectre brooded still ; 

It aye pursued them wheresoe'er they were. 

In quiet chamber, crowded room, 'twas there ; 

When all was near their spirit to rejoice. 

In graver moments — spake the " still small voice ; " 

No charm availed to banish or remove 

That faithful mem'ry of ill-fated love. 

And years passed on, and saw them still unwed : 

In the fall'n idol's place none reigned instead ; 

However gold or int'rest might invite. 

They shrank from mock'ry of a solemn rite ; 

Howe'er by human sin and frailty stained. 

Their souls in that a virgin spot retained. 

Friends, kindred, shook their heads in quaint dismay, 
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As each " attractive chance " was thrown away, 

Till tired of seeing one result ensue, 

They ceased to comment, and to wonder too. 

Say, did beyond them in the Future ope 

The misty outlines of a phantom hope, 

When, by affliction purified and tried, 

They might receive the boon Heaven once denied ? 

Who knows ? The freezing blast may seem to kill, 

But in the plant faint life may linger still ; 

The soul behind the darkest clouds of sorrow, 

May catch the sunbeams of a brighter morrow ; 

So they, perchance, by some strange prescience led, 

Clung the more fondly to this fragile thread. 

Say, when preparing them in careless mood 
On that momentous day, did there intrude 
A random thought that through the startled brain 
Whispered prophetic they would meet again ? 
I cannot tell ; — ^but on that festal night, 
Amidst a rushing whirl, a blaze of light. 
Like stray weeds drifted on some island shore, 
The Two — 'gainst adverse chances — met once more. 

'Midst all the stirring changes of the rout. 
Their watchful eyes still sought the other out ; 
And once amid the dance their garments brushed. 
And once again those pallid cheeks were flushed ; 
But still, by pride or diffidence restrained. 
Their outward bearing cold indifE'rence feigned ; 
Around them Gaiety's free tones were heard, 
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And Love low whispered the impassioned word ; 
There rang the silver laugh of guileless glee, 
The lively sally, airy repartee ; 
And still, with sombre brows, that wayward pair 
Stood far aloof — ^the only sad ones there ! 

From the saloon there oped a lamp-lit bower, 

By tasteful art grouped thick with many a flower. 

Some the free denizens of English air. 

Some rare exotics reared with choicest care ; 

'Midst them a fountain, with a grateful sound. 

Flung up its spray, and shed a coolness round ; 

In a glass bowl the droplets glitt'ring fell. 

Thence to a basin sank, with spar and shell, 

And verdant moss bedecked, where, darting through. 

In gleaming scales of flame and silver hue, 

Sported a tribe of fish ; — to this retreat, 

Seeking retirement from the ball-room's heat. 

Trooped many a youthful couple, glad, perchance. 

Within its shade to shwr the obtrusive glance, 

Looks — words — ^to interchange, — in after years 

Sometimes recalled with smiles — sometimes with tears. 

Here led by Fate, or by their own design. 
Urged by a hope they could not well define, ' 
The once-betrothed ones came, — ^the moving tide 
Had borne them on, and placed them side by side. 
A solemn pause — a look that seemed to dart 
Its own winged meaning to the conscious heart, 
And then, with flutt'ring pulse, the Man first broke 
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The silent spell, and to the Woman 8x>oke. 

" I am not cheated by a semblance vain, 
Ada ! once loved, — and do we meet again ? " 

Another pause, and then you might espy 
The tear-drop trembling in her dark blue eye ; 
A struggling sigh her bosom failed to hide, 
As, with faint accents, she to him replied. 

'Twas done ! The barrier had been swept away, 
The ice-bound stream leaped gladd'ning forth to day ; 
Music rewakened from the soimdless string ; 
And sober Autumn caught the bloom of Spring ; 
On the dry branch a bud of promise gleamed ; 
In the dark cell a ray of sunlight streamed; 
Parted the lowering clouds of dark Despond, 
And showed in peeps an azure heaven beyond. 

Their converse, first in guarded phrase controlled. 

Soon flowed as freely as it used of old ; 

Those tones — ^though all so well remembered — heard, 

Within them strange, commingling feelings stirred ; 

Years seem to vanish from the numbered score. 

And tiieir lost youth revive in them once more ; 

Along their lifetime's worn and trodden track, 

A power with strength resistless bore them back ; 

Before their vision one fair picture set. 

Lit with the mellowing sunbeams of regret — 
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An ardent boy in hope and courage high, 

A girl that blushed in maiden beauty by, 

Wrapped in that dream no magic can recall, 

When life is new, and love is all in all. 

Faith yet unfalt'ring, heart's first truth imstained. 

So was it once — ^so ought it have remained. 

On to the dance ! the stirring strains invite, 
Eound spin the waltzers in their giddy flight ; 
The stragglers hasten from the illumined bower ; 
To snatch the fev'rish pleasure of the hour ; 
A step, a rustle, and the last has flown, 
The re-united pair are left alone. 

Livelier the music sounds, but in that spot. 
Within themselves absorbed, they heard it not ; 
The stir and tread of rapid moving feet 
Disturbed them not in their retirement sweet ; 
Arm linked in arm, as in days long past. 
Reserve dispelled, and love reviving fast. 
Through the unfastened door they made their way. 
And stood beneath a cloudless sky of May. 

It was a glorious night ! the dying breeze 

Scarce moved a leaflet on the neighboring trees, 

Scarce bore along upon its languid wing 

The mingling fragrance of the flowers of Spring : 

Above, undimmed, the starry clusters shone. 

While like a lustrous stream, the Lacteal Zone 

Spanned the dark heaven ; — ^there, viewed amidst its light. 

The radiant Eagle stretched his pinions bright ; 
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Northward, far glittered the Celestial Lyre ; 
Waved o'er the West the Virgin's hand of fire ; 
While, slow declining to the horizon's rim. 
In waning splendour sinks the Lion grim. 

No moon was up, fantastic seemed to loom 

Objects around them in that mystic gloom ; 

At times, the branches bending overhead 

Wrapped them in shadow more profound and dread ; 

It mattered not, it better served to hide 

The rebel drops, as, pacing side by side, 

From their charged bosoms, like the volcan's flame. 

In fervid bursts the wild confession came. 

'Twas then the tongue revealed the grief of years, 

The pang unsleeping, and the lonely tears; 

The self-reproach, the never-stilled regret. 

The thoughts that hovered round the lost one yet ; 

The gentle reveries evoked by day ; 

Night's tender dreams that passed so soon away ; 

The hope, — half crushed at times by doubt and gloom. 

That Love's enkindled torch would yet illume 

Their common pathway ; — all the tale was told. 

And then, beneath that night's protecting fold, 

Hand clasped in hand, they each implored the boon 

Forgiveness — granted — need I say ? — how soon I 

Within their hearts, amidst that solemn hour. 
Love was enthroned in more than wonted power ; 
With more impassioned words their mutual troth 
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Was pledged, once more to link and bind them both : 
Not even when their young blood, in giddy race, 
Whirled in the rapture of the first embrace, 
When in sweet unison their pulses beat, 
Did they with more impulsive ardour meet. 
As now, when in each other's arms enclosed. 
Her head once more upon his breast reposed. 
And their joined lips, with more than mortal bliss. 
Exchanged in peace the reconciling kiss ! 

Oh ! there are hours whose deep and stainless joy 

Might balance years of sorrow and annoy ; 

Through cheerless vistas, memory's eye returns 

To the wrecked Eden bower it still discerns ; 

And if again in hope its roof is reared. 

Though Spring's bright blossoms long have disappeared. 

Enough remains from kindly Autumn's store. 

To clothe and deck our fairy home once more I 

'Tranced in themselves, beneath the smile sublime 
Of heaven's resplendent host, unheeding time. 
They would have wandered on till morning's beams 
Had tinged the light'ning East with rosy streams ; 
But prudence warned them hence, ere some keen eye 
Had marked them out for jest and mockery. 

Backward they wend ; — that mansion's stately height 
From every window was a blaze with light ; 
Glimpses were caught of forms and faces fair, 
And tones harmonious floated on the air ; 
There was the World, — ^which with its mandate stem 
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Bade the reluctant lovers now return ; 

Such stolen moments, though for us too fleet, 

Even from their rarity taste doubly sweet. 

Am.idst the mingling throng they pEussed once more. 

How wondrous changed from what they were before ! 

That festive scene, to them an hour ago 

Seemed but a hollow sham, an empty show ; 

The sprightly word, the laugh so silver clear. 

Fell harsh and toneless on the sickened ear. 

And music quickened to its liveliest strain 

To their abstracted senses spake in vain. 

How altered now ! Like bird with 'franchised wing. 

Their buoyant spirits seemed to upwards spring. 

To the dull earth cast off their load of care, 

And bid adieu to sorrow and despair. 

Hope, ris'n with phcenix vigour from its tomb. 

Had coloured the worn cheek with youthful bloom ; 

Had kindled in the eye a brighter glow. 

And smoothed the gathering wrinkles from the brow ; 

Had even reclothed the form with pristine grace. 

And strung the limbs anew for Time's rough race ; 

Had to the chilled affections oped a vent ; 

Had to the restless bosom brought content ; 

Had given to them a faith — ^to life an aim — 

A purpose — long past years could never claim. 

On to the dance ! the stirring strains invite, 
Round whirl the waltzers in their giddy flight, 
The wine of Prance is tingling in their veins, 
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And its bland influence failing power sustains. 
On creep the hours, the dawn steals greyly in, 
Gallants speed on, nor let the ranks grow thin ; 
Bright cheeks begin to pale, and limbs to tire. 
Alone borne up by wild excitement's fire. 
While 'midst the rout, the re- united pair 
Glide still unworn — the gayest, gladdest there ! 

The sun was up, a dome without a stain 

Had ushered in the monarch's golden reign. 

When with clasped hands, frank look, and trusting smile. 

The new-betrothed ones parted for awhile ; 

Parted — ^but not for long ; — again they met. 

Ere with the twilight dews the sward was wet ; — 

Beneath a cedar tall, whose ample shade 

A fit pavilion for their converse made. 

While od'rous flowers around shed grateful balm, 

They planned their future in that evening calm. 

They stood alone, their love they could avow, 
None could forbid or bar their union now : 
Ere many weeks had flown, a quiet fane 
Eeceived in modest guise a bridal train ; 
Before the altar, kneeling side by side. 
They gave the pledge Religion sanctified ; 
The blessing was pronounced, the ring put on. 
The solemn rite was o'er — and they were one. 

And they were happy. The stem lesson taught 
By years of sorrow had not been for naught ; 
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Henceforth, united by that hallowed tie, 
No discord marred their perfect harmony. 
Each for the other lived ; and if, perchance. 
The sad remembrance of the Past would glance 
Across their thought, it seemed but to inspire 
A love more deep, devotion more entire. 
Children to them, as years rolled on, were given. 
That awful trust, that heritage of Heaven ! 
'Twas theirs to teach the infant lips to' pray, 
To guide the youthful feet in Virtue's way ; 
'Twas theirs to find their labour not in vain. 
And life's extremest term in peace to gain ; 
Theirs — when the time " to haste away " drew nigh, 
To face the Future with untroubled eye. 

1858. 
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IDEAL LOVE. 

STRANGE and mystic passion for the Unseen, 
") That o'er our souls a spell of beauty casts, 
And while our short and fev'rish lifetime lasts, 
Will ever haunt us m the hour serene ! 
Thou that inspirests us with loveliest dreams 
Of a phantasmal image, so divine 
That naught on Earth to equal it there seems, 
And the vexed heart is doomed in vain to pine. 
Yet still we follow up the fauy race. 
Striving with eager trustfulness to find 
Some fond abstraction, some angeUc face. 
That stands depictured bright upon the mind ! 
Like thirsting wand'rers o'er the parched waste. 
Mocked by delusive shades of joys we cannot taste, 

1846. 




THE SONG OP THE FLOWERS. 

, E are many in number, a joyous band, 
Born to make glad each smiling land ; 
We are diverse in form and kindred too. 
Diverse in colour, shade, and hue ; 
Without us, oh ! where would Earth's beauty be. 
Where its ever fresh variety ? 
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When the Night with dusky robe has fled, 
And the East with Aurora's blush is red ; 
Ere the Sun through that radiant pathway hies, 
We unclose from rest our dreaming eyes ; 
Lest his first glance, o'er the horizon peeping 
(His bUthe good morrow), should find us sleeping. 



And soon doth his burning kiss drink up 
From our glowing cheeks each diamond drop 
That ghstens in crystal pureness there, 
Distilled when the bright stars shining were ; 
And we love him well, for his cheering smile 
Gives life to our tender hearts the while. 



And insects in wild and discursive flight. 
Clad in vests of flame and the Iris' light. 
That fitful flash in the noontide ray, 
Around us in sportive dalliance play ; 
While the wanton bee enraptured sips 
The stolen sweets from our honeyed lips. 

And the laughing zephyrs, with fond caress. 
Rove through the folds of our leafy dress ; 
And breathe unto us their gentle sighs, 
And inhale our fragrant essences ; 
While the clear, transparent sky above 
Looks down upon us in holy love. 
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And when the declining Sun doth sink — 
Majestic still — ^'neath the heaven's brink ; 
When his parting glories richly fall, 
With a rosy flush suffusing jill ; — 
By that last and ling'ring glance, we tell 
That he sends to us his mute farewell. 



Then the Moon the sapphire vault ascends, 

And her chaste regards on us she bends ; 

O'er the scene her silv'ry lustre throws. 

Each flow'ret a paler beauty shows ; 

But her beam seems to freeze where it lights upon. 

No ! we love her not as the ardent Sun. 



In the jocund Spring we first are seen. 

In the gardens gay, in the meadows green ; 

Through the golden Summer we ceaseless bloom ; 

At brown Autumn's close we find our tomb ; 

We are not — in dreary Winter's reign. 

But at Spring's return revive again. 



Yes, many are we, a joyous band. 

And bom to make glad each smiling land ; 

We are diverse in colour, tint, and hue, 

Violet and orange, pink and blue ; 

Without us, oh ! where would Earth's beauty be? 

Where its lovely, sweet variety ? 
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MUSIC. 

tLOVE to hear sweet music, for it wakes 
Responsive chords that in my bosom dwell ; 
As on my ear the sound melodious breaks, 

Their notes symphonious vibrate to the spell. 

Strange thoughts come over me, and broken dreams 
, Of past existence in some far-off clime ; 
A half aroused consciousness that seems 
To bring back memories of a former time. 

It speaks to me of what I ne'er have found, 
Of something I have sought, but all in vain ; 

And while the silver measures float around. 
Pleasure I feel, yet mingled too with pain. 

I hear soft voices, words that linger yet, 
Reviving feelings fresh as morning dew ; 

And forms and faces I can ne'er forget 
Rise up in quick succession to my view. 

Cold is the heart that bows not unto thee, 
Music divine ! how oft thy magic power 

Has soothed those pangs of mental agony 
That weigh the spirit down in some dark hour. 

And there are lays that touch our being's springs. 
And well-known tunes we first heard long ago. 

That breathe to us unutt'rable things, 

Making the pulse beat fast and bosom glow. 
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We are the same again as once we were, 

When on our ears their dulcet tones first rung ; 

Ere life was shadowed by the clouds of care, 
And when our heart's emotions yet were young. 

Thy birth-place is on high, celestial gift ! 

In that bright land where choiral Seraphim, 
Striking their golden harps, their voices lift 

With one accord, to form the eternal hymn. 

Through ev'ry scene of Nature thou art heard. 
In the wind's murmur, m the ocean's roar ; 

In insect's hum, and carol of the bird, — 
A mighty sound gone forth — for evermore ! 



ON VISITING PINGAL'S CAVE, STAPPA. 

<>- 

2T[! STOOD within that temple of the sea! 

ci-» Its pillais length'ning on on either hand. 
In, an unbroken vista, vast and grand. 
Shaming the structures raised by man's decree ! 
Prom where the mighty portal opened free. 
In slow, majestic march, the dark green wave 
Rolled on — till 'gainst the bound'ry of the cave 
It thundered forth a solemn harmony ! 
Yet, as compared with what full many a time 
Pancy had pictured in my musing hours. 
Reality fell short of the subUme, — 
The Ideal's spell the Actual o'erpowers ! 
Yet bright in mem'ry will that day remain,— 
I trod lona's isle, viewed Pingal's stately fane ! 

1856. 
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THE DEATH BRIDAL. 



:>nE village folk are all astir, 
The girls are flow' rets bringing ; 
While menily from the grey church tower 
The festive peals are i-iiiging. 

'Tis come at last, the joyful morn 

That ushers in the day 
When, envied man, young Walter Vaughan 

Shall wed fair Edith May. 

And from a stainless dome, the sun 

Looks down in genial power ; 
Favoured is she he shines upon 

In her hymeneal hour. 

And loved by all is Edith May, 

For she is good as fair ; 
And for her weal and bliss that day 

Is breathed full many a prayer. 

But now one claims her for his own 

Who will not be denied ; 
Whose gen'rous worth has long been known. 

And loye sincere and tried. 
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And eager groups of old and young 

Are ranged along the street, 
Ready with welcome of smile and tongue 

The happy pair to greet. 

And a louder peal from the belfry liigh 

Is borne upon the breeze, 
As the gleaming chariots rattle by, 

To the Old Hall 'midst the trees. 

And the tune draws near, but the road reveals 

No glimpse of the cortege gay ; 
No sound is caught of the nearing wheels, — 

What cause can the train delay ? 

The church is all in order set. 

The doors are opened wide ; 
The priest has donned his robes, but yet 

Still absent is the bride. 

The anxious bridegroom whispers low 

To the groomsman by his side ; 
And nervously paces to and fro, — 

Why tarries still the bride ? 

And over all there creeps a gloom, 

No outward mask can hide ; 
And pale lips ask if yet they come, — 

What still keeps back the bride ? 
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But, behold a horseman nears in sight, 

And he gallops wild and fast ; 
He turns not aside in his rapid flight. 

But on to the fane has passed. 

From the saddle in breathless haste he springs. 
And up the thronged aisle he hies ; 

And the half-sealed missive that he brings, 
He gives to the bridegroom's eyes. 

And paled is the cheek of Walter Vaughan, 

And he trembles in each limb ; 
And the lines, when the sheet is open torn, 

Seem before his eyes to swim. 

And a cry bursts forth from his anguished heart, 

As he clasps his hands in woe, 
For an unseen Power has sped a dart 

That has laid his bright one low ! 

Edith the sweet, the kind, the fair. 

He ne'er can hope to wed ; 
Smit down by sickness strange and rare. 

She is stretched on a dying bed. 

She shall from her father's home go forth. 

But not to a bridegroom's arms ; 
For the words, " Let earth return to earth," 

Shall be breathed o'er her blasted charms. 
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And Walter Vaughan on the panting steed 

Has ta'en his hasty seat ; 
And the startled groups on each side recede, 

As he dashes up the street. 

He is come in sight of the old park-gate, 

Next moment he is through ; 
And the horse-hoofs ring as he hurries straight 

Up the chestnut avenue. 

He has stopped before the mansion door, 

His footsteps mount the stair ; 
To gaze on her in life once more 

He asks m frenzied prayer ! 

Too late ! as he strode within the room, 

Her spirit passed away ; 
On her cheek there lingered still the bloom. 

But the form was senseless clay. 

In anguish mute, o'er the corpse there bends 

His Edith's grey haired sire ; 
While round was the ring of mourning friends. 

Still clad in their gay attire. 

And cast aside like a thing of nought. 

What object notes he there ? 
'Twas the bridal dress so costly wrought, 

That she wiU never wear. 
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Gaze on that face, bereaved one ! gaze, 

In awful beauty calm ; 
'Twill haunt thee to thy life's last days, — 

Find — ^if thou canst — ^a balm ! 

Another maid thy love may claim. 

And thee may husband call ; 
But in thy mem'ry, burnt in flame, 

That hour shall live through all. 

Go, robe her in the vestment white. 

And gently o'er her breast 
Fold her small hands and fingers slight. 

Like one in peaceful rest. 

No need has she of wealth or dower. 

To the home she wends to now ; 
With the cypress, instead of the orange flower, 

Enwreath her pallid brow. 



1857 
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THE POWER OF SONG. 



THOUGHT mied the brMn of a Poet, 
And he put it in burning words : — 
" Truth is in thee, and Time will show it, 

For thou speak'st to the heart's deep chords ! '' 

Some glanced o'er the poem, but said it 

Was naught but an idle dream ; 
Others felt, who in secret read it, 

'Twas fraught with a noble theme. 

By a few it was prized and cherished, 
'Twas caught up by numbers then ; 

Yes, the words had not idly perished. 
But had sunk in the hearts of men. 

It was passed from one to another, 

Till it grew to a power confest ; 
And 'twas trilled by the watching mother. 

As she lulled her sweet babe to rest. 

Next the cold and cautious kindled 

And stirred at the witching tune ; 
And the sceptic and scoffer dwindled, 

Till a people sang it soon ! 
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And the seed bore fruit in its season ; 

Soon a mighty change was there ; 
For men dared to think and reason 

What made them the serfs they were ? 

And they rose from the gloom that crushes, 

And turned to the hope that saves ; 
And the soul of the freeman flushes 

On the pallid cheeks of slaves. 

There was a stir and a shaking, 

And the millions stood upright ; 
On their tyrants fell fear and quaking, 

As they gazed on their banded might. 

And the smoke and the sound of battle, 

On the startled air borne forth, 
Announced with the cannon's rattle, 

A young nation's vig'rous birth I 

And when the stem strife had ended. 

And Peace blest the land again. 
To the Poet's lone grave they wended 

Who had breathed the inspiring stram. 

He had lit the first spark, that smouldered 

Through years of Oppression's night ; 

When his form into dust had mouldered. 

It had towered to a beacon-light ! 

1864. 
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GARLAND I would weave for thee, 
Around thy brow to twine ; 
And what shall then the flow'rets be 
To form this gift of mine ? 

The rose — ^fit type of joyful Hope ! — 
Amidst the wreath should bloom, 

Prefig'rmg, as its petals ope, 
Bright happiness to come. 

And its pale sister should be there. 

Of purity the sign ; 
And the white lily, emblem fair 

Of Truth, unstained, divine ! 

The purple violet, gentle flower. 

Should not forgotten be ; 
Symbol of Woman's richest dower. 

Angelic modesty ! 

And pansies, many-hued, should show 

Amidst that glowing ring ; 
So mayest thou ever heartsease know, 

In Winter, as in Spring. 
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With many a floral gem that yields 

Sweet perfume to the air ; 
That smiles uncared for in the fields, 

Or decks the trim parterre ; 

Whose beauty speaketh to the eye, 

And entereth in the heart, 
Thence, by strange Imks of sympathy. 

Bright meanings can impart, — 

That coronal I would bestar. 
Within whose blazoned round, 

No mildewed bud the rest should mar. 
Or ill-matched weed be found. 

But there is one, unnamed as yet, 

I would not absent see. 
Well known, albeit I dare not let 

Word shape it unto thee ; 

A httle flower of azure blue, 
With eye of burning gold ; 

By this, if I but augur true, 
Thou hast its title told. 



1858. 




Digitized 



by Google 




62 I'M A MAN OF MIDDLE AGE. 



FM A MAN OF MIDDLE AGE. 

Y youth has glided from me, 
My Jiair is turning grey ; 
With swifter, swifter movement. 

Life's moments slip away ; 
I have passed my noon of Summer, 

And have reached a further stage ; 
Chill Autumn lies before me, 
I'm a Man of Middle Age. 

Once sparkling eyes could charm me. 

Soft voices thrill my soul ; 
With loosened reins, wild Fancy 

Would speed beyond control ; 
I've lost Youth's kindling ardour, 

And have grown instead quite sage ; 
Is that fitting compensation 

For a Man of Middle Age ? 

Proud hopes and gorgeous visions 

Were mine in years gone by ; 
Fame— Honour — glitt'ring prizes. 

Danced before my eager eye ; 
Hopes, dreams, have long departed. 

With a sigh I turn the page. 
And hush the rishig murmur, 

I'm a Man of Middle Age. 
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But griefs and sorrows many 

Fill the record of those years ; 
Sharp pangs and gnawing heartaches, 

Hours of sickness, blinding tears ; 
1 have gone through weary trials. 

May yet feel Misfortune's rage. 
But must bear whatever betide me, 

I'm a Man of Middle Age ! 



There, too, are days of sunshine. 

Glad scenes of joy and mirth, 
Bright with fairy -like enchantment. 

Lifting up the soul from earth ; 
And rich and bounteous blessings 

Have been mine, wherewith to 'suage 
Full many a care and trouble, — 

I'm a Man of Middle Age ! 



Comes then the solemn question. 

Since my youth's impassioned prime. 
Have I gamed in strength and wisdom ? 

Have I used aright my time ? 
A thousand tinselled follies 

Could my wand'ring thoughts engage ; 
Have I altered for the better. 

As a Man of Middle Age ? 
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Young forms spring up about me, 

Small hands are clasped in mine ; 
They will grow in strength and beauty, 

As / toil down Life's decline ; 
They look forth unto tlie Future, 

As a joyous heritage ; 
It shows not so resplendent 

To a Man of Middle Age. 

Whatever of jesting humour 

First mingled with my strain, 
Grave thought and saddened feeling 

But at its close remain : 
Still onwards all are pressing, 

In their mortal pilgrimage. 

Child, boy, young man, and old man. 

And the Man of Middle Age ! 

1869. 
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ON THE DEATH OF AN OLD SOLDIER, 

(John Robinson) 

Who died aged 92 years. 




to thy rest, old Soldier, 
Till the Last Trumpet's call 
Rings forth its note portentous, 

Of life and doom to all ; 
Oft in the storm of battle, 

*Mid belching cannon's roar, 
Death's horrent form undaunted. 
Thou hast outfaced before. 

Like grand and white-haired Nestor, 

Stately 'mongst chiefs and kings, 
Thrice thirty years had o'er thee. 

Sped with their snows and Springs ; 
And as he loved to dwell on 

His acts and deeds of yore. 
The spell of martial mem'ries 

Revived thy youth once more. 

A time of strife and turmoil. 

Of passions wild and fell. 
Of movements vast, volcanic. 

Was that thou knew'st so well ; 
And as thine eyes were closing, * 

Shone out the lurid signs 
Of coming revolutions. 

Whose end no man divines. 
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I've heard thee tell the struggle 

By Alkmaer's wave-washed strand ; 
Of that more ^lad and glorious, 

Fought on old Egypt's sand ; 
'Midst fire, and wreck, and ruin, 

Thou saw'st crushed Denmark yield ; 
And the foe reel back defeated 

On red Talavera's field ! 

Few, few, are those remaining, 

Who with stout heart and hand, 
Then bore the Red-Cross banner 

Through many a clime and land ; 
Should troublous times come o'er us, 

And the war-storm rage again. 
Shall hearts rise up to face it, 

As brave and true as then ? 

Go to thy rest, old Soldier, 

Of England's heroes one ; 
Though all unnamed in story, — 

Thy strife on Earth is done ! 
No star or title decked thee, 

To thee no prizes came ; 
Thy sole reward a pension. 

Thy wealth — an honest name. 

1869. 

•Vide the Franco Prussian War of 1870. 
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AN EVENING SCENE. 

m BEND athwart the lazy stream, 
<^ And in its limpid depths espy, 
The azure of the tranquil heaven, 
The tall trees standing by. 

I hear the blackbird's trilling note 
Ring frequent from the coppice near ; 

And faintly in the distance, catch 
The cuckoo answer clear. 



Prom where the sun has just sunk down, 
Hues, gold and orange, richly spread. 

In contrast to one purple cloud, 
That silent floats overhead. 



The bursting foliage on each tree 

Wears Spring's first tint of vivid green ; 

And shooting forth in vig'rous lines, 
The bladed com is seen. 

The browzing sheep, in placid mood. 
Are nibbling at the fresh grown grass ; 

Scarce raise their head with curious glance. 
To view a wand'rer pass. 
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And through a belt of screening wood, 

Cot, roof, peep out in pleasant guise ; 
While further on, the grey church tower 

Points upwards to the skies ! 

I muse on this calm peaceful eve, 

As I have mused in years gone by, 
When this same landscape, fair as now, 

Lay stretched before my eye. 

But still, through all the change of time. 

The griefs, misfortune's, racking cares, 
And hopes but doomed to die, one thing 

The great destroyer spares. 

Still lives in me the power to mark 

Each varying phrase, from dark to light, 

On nature's face ; and thence to draw 
Pure, ever-fresh delight ! 

The mist-capped peak, the purple moor, 

The sunset glow, the starlit sky. 
Speak to my soul a language still 

Of awe and mystery ! 

1878. 
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AT OTTERBURN. 
September, 1876. 

^^ENEATH the shadowing trees, the stream glides on, 
With mnrm'ring rush, in many a twist and turn, 
But on one night, famed brook of Otterbum, 
Not clear and taintless did thy waters run I 
Five hundred busy years have well-nigh flown. 
Since the dark moorland heights, uprising bare. 
Echoed the sounds of battle— trumpet's blare, 
The clash of steel, wild shout, and dying groan ! 
With his bold heart all eager and aflame 
To smite the host of the marauding Scot, 
And win his ravished pennon, Percy came ; 
Here sank the Douglas 'midst the tumult hot ; 
While Percy by Montgom'ry borne away. 
Was spared at Homildon to see a brighter day. 
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THE TWO PICTUEES. 



> WAS Summer ! The proud sun looked down in power, 

Prom his throned height amid the southern sky : 
He looked upon a glad and joyous scene ; 
On meadows green and verdant, late refreshed 
By the rich droppings of a grateful shower. 
A brook run sparkling in its onward course, 
Now gleaming out amidst the garish beam, 
Now well-nigh hidden by its rush-clothed banks, 
Where the forget-me-not looked up to Heaven, 
With meek, calm eye, like holy virgin wrapt 
In pure devotion's soul-abstracting spell ! 

The lark trilled gaily forth his frequent song, 

As on with rapid wing he mounted higher. 

Till his last notes were lost amid the blue. 

The breeze came freighted with the fragrant breath 

Of dew-kissed flowers from cottage-gardens nigh ; 

And the brisk bee was seen, his steady flight 

Urging, still constant in his thrifty toil. 

I saw a youth and maiden meet ; — their eyes 
Looked in each others' as they nigher drew ; 
There was no chill reserve, no dark suspicion 
In the frank glance, the smooth and open brow, 
Por in their first encounter, o'er their pathway. 
Fancy and Poesy bright garlands showered. 
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For they were young in feeling and in heart ; 

And time — that rugged schoolmaster — had not 

Taught them his bitterer lessons ! Blithe and free 

Their sportive converse flowed, like some glad stream 

Bounding along with cheerly laughing song ! 

Anon they spoke in lower accents, while 

The youth gazed on her with a kindling eye 

Fraught with the light of unexpressed thoughts. 

Her glance was downcast, while her idle hand 

Plucked the limp petals from a vagrant rose 

That by some chance itself had planted there ; 

And through the leaves that flickered to and fro 

Of the gnarled elm whose sinewy arms stretched o'er them, 

Darted a sunbeam — quiv'ring momentarily 

On her white brow, and gently-damasked cheek. 

Seen 'neath the bonnet. Then they passed away. 

Arm linked in arm, adown a tree-roofed lane, 

Through whose cool vista I their figures watched. 

Till in the distance, 'midst its depths receding. 

They vanished from my view 

1 looked again, — 



That scene, once joyous, was now bleak and drear ! 

The vanquished sun, behind the curtain hid 

Of dim and pitiless clouds, was absent now. 

There was a rawness in the murky air 

That froze the warm blood in the shrinking veins. 

A desolation reigned that crushed the spirits, 

And toned them down to sombrest melancholy. 
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The once-bright streamlet was now dull and black, 
And sullenly its muddy wavelets rolled, 
Drenching the meadows with a fetid flood. 
The elm was bare, and ravished of its leaves. 
Save those last few the keen wind rudely tore 
Each minute from their seats with cheerless sound, 
To join the dismal carpet spread below. 
Or in the sable brook to float away, 
Soiled and corrupting. The poor rose-tree now 
Mildewed and blighted drooped its lifeless stalks, 
From which the moisture hung in pois'nous drops ; — 
On it no more shall the sweet flowerets bloom. 



I saw the youth and maiden meet again ; 

No joyance glistened in their glances now ; 

They who erst met with kind salute and smile, 

With eye averted, and impassive brow, 

Fronted each other at this altered hour. 

They spoke not much, — a cold and studied greeting, 

A few strained words of formal courtesy 

Was all that passed ; then each their way pursued, 

By sep'rate paths, companionless and lone. 
* * '^f 'W * * 

And so it is the canker of distrust 
Eats in and blasts affection's fairest flowers ; 
And cheerless gulfs that never may be crossed. 
Divide two souls once mated to each other. 
A newer love in some may wipe away 
Remembrance of the Past, and lead perchance, 
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To surer springs of happiness and joy ! 

O'er some — a fatal mem'ry ever hangs 

Remorseless, painting still long- vanished scenes 

In all the magic glow of flushed Eomance, 

When Passion reared its own Elysium. 

Barren and poor seems all the Present gives, 

And the heart scorns what else it might have prized. 

1852. 



ON THE HEEEFOEDSHIEE BEACON. 

November 1st, 1880. 

tT was a fresh and bland autumnal day, 
When standing on the crest of that green hill, 
I marked where hollowed trench and rampire still 
Shows where the Briton stood at desp'rate bay ! 
Peaceful below, field, cot, and hamlet lay ; 
Woods touched with Autumn's brown and russet hues ; 
While distant purple summits seemed to lose 
Themselves in the horizon's misty grey ! 
Perchance these earthen mounds could tell a story, 
Wild, thrilling, rich with deeds of valour bright ; 
But the dumb Muse withholds the wreath of glory. 
Chiefs, warriors, — name and race, — have vanished quite. 
When, o'er the groaning world, shall Peace at last 
Her sceptre wave, War's strife live only in the Past ? 
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ON THE DEATH OF LORD LYTTON. 
January, 1873. 

^^ENEATH the stately Abbey's hallowed shade, 
^7^ Amidst the dust of noble and of great. 

Is he, the star-crowned son of Genius laid. 

With all the sombre pomp of f un'ral state ; 

O'er that now dead-cold brain, and pulseless brow. 

Peers, authors, statesmen, hushed and awestruck bow. 

Poet and Dramatist ! whose subtile glance 
Pierced all the phases of Life's varied stage ; 
And greater still, as singer of Romance, 
The power that freshly glows from age to age ; 
He grasped alike the world beneath his eye, 
And the charmed realm of golden Phantasy, 

Who has not wandered, all entranced, with him 

Through Pompeii's peopled streets ; by Rome's wrecked fanes, 

Where stalks Rienzi in the starlight dim ; 

By sunlit Naples' bay, where changeless reigns 

The dreamlike beauty which of old it wore, 

And heard the Chaldee sage breathe mystic lore. 

With him we stand upon the dark'ning field, 
Where by his standard falls the stricken King ; 
By him the Nevil's figure is revealed, 
Wielding his mighty axe with deadly swing ; 
Next borne to rugged Spain, the thought recalls 
The Moor's last struggle 'neath Granada's walls. 
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The silken things that sport in Fashion's ray 
Are brought before as with his magic pen ; 
But darker phantoms next his call obey, 
Remorse anticipates the direful " When " ; 
The worldly man in sleek decorum mailed, 
Comes next, his poor hypocrisies imveiled. 



We see young Genius plume his flutt'ring wings, 
But dragged by fiery Passion down to earth ; 
The myst'ry that enwraps all mortal things. 
Haunting our being from its very birth, 
Shadows the page, — where next we see defined, 
The strange, weird sympathies that link mankind. 



To brighter, happier pictures next we come ; 
Amid the circle round a blithe fireside 
We sit as guests, — ^the scene an English home. 
The young, the aged^ all lovingly allied ; 
View there, contrasted with a painter's art. 
The scholar's mind, the soldier's dauntless heart. 



A rural village stands before our eyes ; 
The squire, the parson, and the foreign sage ; 
The poor, proud student thirsting for the prize ; 
The nurseling poet musing o'er the page ; 
The statesman passes by with stately walk. 
While flows the wayward dreamer's careless talk. 
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And though he missed the Poet's highest flight, 
Not slight the magic of his polished verse ; 
Arthur the King stands forth in colours bright, 
As the bard strives his wand'rings to rehearse ; 
Before us rise, evoked by potent spell, 
The Tuscan vale, and leaguered Carduel. 



Next we behold in ordered line glide past. 
Tribunes and orators whose words of power 
Ruled, swayed the Senate, men whose fame shall last 
Beyond the jars and passions of the hour: 
Lifelike along the lines the portraits show. 
Limned with the artist's skill, and patriot's glow. 



And in that list his name may fitly stand ; 
Oft in the years long-past, his words have rung 
Before the Great Assembly of the Land, 
That charmed, expectant, on his accents hung : 
There classic grace of style and sterling sense 
Combined, revealed the true-born eloquence ! 



See, as the Drama's pictured scenes unfold, 
The " World " with all its selfishness and greed ; 
The frenzied worship of the idol — Gold ; 
How truth is scouted, and how shams succeed ; 
Mark how the lowly peasant, passion-fired. 
Wins the proud girl to whom he had aspired. 



Digitized 



by Google 



ON THE DEATH OF LORD LYTTON. 77 



Who can recount the triumplis of his pen ! 

The essay rich with many a pregnant thought 

Of truth and wisdom ; fairy fancy then, 

Bright with the hues and tints from Dreamland caught. 

From varied source, his mind inventive drew 

Fresh vigour to push on to conquests new. 



On, till the last and fatal message came, 
Laboured untired his ever active soul ; 
Though cold must late have fall'n the voice of fame, 
On him who knew how nigh his mortal goal : 
One earnest purpose nerved and spurred him on, — 
His work to do — while yet unset his sun. 



In that, perchance, he found the happiness 

That was not to be his in other ways ; 

Great losses oft must balance great success. 

Too oft the myrtle twines not with the bays ; 

The mind from realm to realm of thought must move, 

To still the hunger of the heart for love. 



How many a witching form, and winsome face 
Beams forth upon us from his gall'ried page, 
Robed in ideal charm, and fairy grace. 
To bloom unfading through each passing age ; 
There breathe again the hopes — the feelings — born 
In the first flush of Life's impassioned morn ! 
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And in whatever vein his genius wrought, 
One deep, abiding lesson runs through all, — 
That Truth and Virtue are not things of nought. 
That Man must do his best, whate'er befall : 
One motto still is set in words of fire 

Before our eyes — ^" To conquer and aspire ! " 

• 

And now the busy bram is hushed and still, 
And the deft fingers wield the pen no more ; 
The Thought, obedient to the master's will. 
Whence has it flown— on Earth its labour o'er ? 
To him the myst'ries open and revealed 
Are now, perchance — which unto us are sealed. 



Critics, in solemn judgment, may essay 
To prove that in him dwelt not Genius' flame ; 
Detraction mark him out as fitting prey. 
Hint failing here, and there apportion blame : 
It matters not — ^these carpmgs of the few. 
The world has long pronounced its verdict true. 



Beneath the stately Abbey's hallowed shade, 
Amidst the dust of noble and of great. 
Let him with awe and reverence be laid, 
With all the sombre pomp of fun'ral state ; 
Well has he earned his guerdon there to lie 
Till sounds the trump that wakes Mortality ! 
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SONNET. 

^jIS sad to part from friends ; to miss the face 
\^ By custom grown familiar to our eyes ; 
In the charmed ring to mark the vacant place, 
Peopled in thought with haunting memories ; 
The glance, the smile, the features and the guise, 
Rise up before us with a touching power, 
And the voice sounds--as in that mournful hour 
When the farewell was spoke from quiv'ring lips, 
Linked to gay talk, with which the brave heart tries 
To veil the shadow of its joy's eclipse ! 
Each gentle act performed, each kind word spoken 
By the Departed is recalled again ; 

Clasps of the chain of sympathy unbroken, [strain. 

To last through rolling years, and stand Time's roughest 

1854. 
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